two turned and were gone into the night. My last link
with the outside was broken. The click of a second's
shutter had imprisoned me within the irrevocable.
The house to which I had been taken was the first
on the right of the drive, the cottage of the superinten-
dent. With a little cough the superintendent lifted
herself above notice of my tears. A small gold cross
winked on the bosom of her mauve silk dress as she
uttered a few formal sentences of welcome. She spoke
in a voice like a rich soup, and her tongue seemed to be
caressing an impalpable plum in her mouth. I believe
she said she hoped I should be happy and should behave
like a sensible girl. She rang a bell and I was passed on
to another impersonal hand. An anonymous attendant
took me round the lawn and down the palinged path
to the Sycamores to spend my first night's rest within
th^ high wallsi
Nearly everyone in the Sycamores was already in
bed. But it was more with my feet and my ears than
with my halfblinded eyes that I was conscious of the
bare rooms, the empty, sounding corridors. Night-
mare, I thought without caring, was playing a cat-and-
mouse trick on me. It had softly withdrawn behind
another interval of unconsciousness before pouncing
out to reveal its full ugliness. The stocky, red-faced
matron gave me a solitary supper at her table. She was
an Irishwoman, of the insensitive kindliness that can
only express itself in unending breathless conversation*
Over my head poured a stream of unheeded talk,,
bobbing with menacing and unfamiliar names like
branches in a flooded torrent. Suddenly she realized
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